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Best Man 


Author's Notes: 


Another one of my no-drama no-action all-sorta-mellow Rammstein stories-| can't invent any kind of drama.. 


| don’t own Rammstein, and except for that one kiss, which is authenticated (| saw it somewhere on Youtube, if 


| could only find it again.), all of this is a work of pure fiction 


"Just a minute. Just a bit of fresh air. I'll be right back" 


Till had finally managed to escape the crowded room he had spent the last few hours in. Even though he had 
gotten rid of his tie right after the "official" part of the day, that horrible suit felt like it was trying to 
suffocate him. But what could one do. It was Paul's wedding, after all. 


Of course, Till had been happy for Paul who just a few weeks ago had announced that he was planning to 
marry his long-term girlfriend, right out of the blue. And of course he had instantly said yes when Paul had 
asked him to be his best man. Paul could not have known what this would do with his friend. Hell, not even Till 
had known. 


But he had gotten up with a lump in his throat in the morning regardless. The lump had been there when he 
had stepped into the shower, it had been there when he had reluctantly gotten into his suit, had been there 
when they all had been waiting for Paul and his soon-to-be wife to arrive at the town hall, and it had surely 


been there all through the ceremony. 


He had given the best man’s toast later (he had kept it rather short and had planned to do so even before he 
had known how much this day would take out of him, but no one had expected a long speech anyway), and 
tried to appear as cheerful as he could now that the party was in full swing, despite the fact that he normally 
hated parties. Paul was happy, that was the main thing, right? 


But the lump in his throat hadnt gone away. 


And now he had needed a little break, had left the house and had gone to find a quiet corner where he could 


smoke a cigarette and think. 
That damn little kiss. Years ago. 


It had happened prior to a concert, just to fuck with the journalists who always pulled the most hilarious faces 
whenever the band members teased each other in front of a camera. They did that quite frequently, Schneider 
and Richard holding hands, Richard suddenly deciding to kiss Paul during a press conference, Paul cuddling with 
Oliver at a photo shooting, Till humping Flake on stage - or, in this case, Paul leaning on Till an then turning 
around and kissing him right on the mouth. 


What had looked like either two guys in love or, for those who knew what the deal was, like a well-rehearsed 
performance had blindsided Till completely. Sure, they usually did things like that spontaneously, they didnt 
have to discuss it at great lenght, and it never was a big deal for any of them. He hadn't been too surprised 
to not respond. He hadnt been embarassed, not at all. It had essentially been a very innocent peck and had been 
meant to be nothing but a little joke, but it had touched a string in Tils heart he hadn't even known to be 
there. 


They had a show to do right afterwards, and being on stage helped Till to focus away from what had just 
happened. But as soon as the show was over, it came rushing back. It was as if a little spark had unexpectedly 


flown into his heart, and he would have rather died than putting it out. 

Well, that had been one thing. 

The other thing had been Paul realizing it. 

They had handled it like men, or so Till had thought. Paul had found him staring into a corner, pondering. Had 
more or less apologized for having..ambushed him like that, totally taken aback by that this little next-to- 


nothing having moved their tough front man so much. Had said that he hadn't meant to hurt him. Had asked 
whether they were okay. 


Till had told him that of course they were okay. That he was being a big old fool. Had blamed it on still being a 
bit of a mess from his last relationship having gone sour. Paul had given him a long, thoughtful, and very 


uncharacteristically sincere look. 


They had never teased each other again this way, but apart from that, nothing had changed between them. 
Not to the naked eye, that was. Actually, they had both been so anxious not to let their friendship suffer 
from such a triviality that they had ended up being even closer than before. Had been there for each other. 
Had seen and learned to accept each other's abysses. Had shared as much of everything as they could, just to 
assure themselves that they were friends, friends and nothing but. 


Paul had been the first one who got to read what would become Till’s first book 


And Till had been the first one to know that Paul had fallen head over heels for the woman he had married 
Today. 


They hadn't even avoided each other physically. Had made sure that they were next to each other in pictures. 
Had hugged, the way friends should, whenever a hug was needed. Had shared hotel rooms. In fact, Till had done 
such a good job acting casually around Paul that he was sure that Paul had completely forgotten about that 
little incident. 


But the spark was still there, deep down inside, a sweet litle pain in Till's heart, a tiny treasure he had locked 
away in a corner of his soul. He had kept it there and nursed it therejt was always present, even though it 


had never grown, had never taken over. 
Except, of course, for that one night. The one occasion not even Paul knew about. 
It had been after Paul had almost stepped into one of the flame pots. 


Suffering a few burns was an occupational hazard when you were in Rammstein, of course. It had happened to 
all of them over the years. The scary thing about that one time Paul had gotten it pretty badly had been how 


close they had scraped past a real disaster. 


Luckily, it had happened towards the end of a show - Paul had simply stood two steps too close to the flames 
when they went off. They had finished the concert as it had been only one more song to go, but back in the 
dressing room, Paul had looked like he had a triple sunburn all over his right arm, his chest and, partly, his 


face. 


They had insisted on taking him to the next hospital, but Paul, who was one of the stubborn kind, had refused. 
He had shrugged it off, had told them that it was nothing to worry about, that he'd borrow a few painkillers 
from one of the roadies (who was just recovering from a broken wrist) and go to bed. But he had been shaky 
and jumpy and pale - well, all of him that wasn't bright red - and, whether or not he admitted it, obviously 
had a slight shock and was better not being left alone. 


Till had volunteered to keep vigil over him. 


He had put him to bed, had wrapped cold, wet towels around everything that was burned, and had made the 
little guy take the pain pills. They were pretty strong, and as Paul never had a taste for downers of any kind - 
they could have caused him to miss out on some fun, huh? - and therefore wasn't used to them, he had 


quickly fallen asleep. 
So Till had had him all to himself, for a whole night: 


He had been sitting there, looking over to his friend, feeling the little spark stinging in his heart; it usually 
stung more when it was dark and silent like this. But for the first and only time, Till had let it out, it had 
hovered in the air, over him, over them. Till had wondered why it was there. And especially, why it hurt. It had 


no reason to. 
Because, what did he actually want and didn't have yet? 


He wanted to be with Paul, to be close to him. He was. They were a touring band; they practically lived on top 
of each other. Sometimes, it was even too much. Flake could be a prick at times, just as much as Till himself, 
and the only reason that no one had killed Richard so far was that one couldn't be mad with him for more 


than two hours. Paul could be just as annoying, but being really mad with him was - well, "impossible" outlined 
it pretty good. 

He wanted to love Paul, and to be loved back. He did, and he was, he was sure about that. They were best 
friends. They talked about everything. They were there for each other in every respect. That was more than 
Till could say about any of his love affairs. 

He didnt even want to get into Paul's pants. Not really. He wouldn't say no, probably, if things should ever take 
that turn; it would be nice to try and if there was anyone to try it with, it would be Paul. But he didnt desire 
his friend - that way. 


Right then, Paul had stirred. He had been mumbling unintelligible stuff for a while, and suddenly, his eyes had 
popped wide open and had given Till a startled glance. Till had sat down on the bed next to him. 


"Shsh. Bad dream?" 
*Mmh-mmh." 

"It’s alright, it’s over. Pain?" 
"Mmh." 


"Il get you another cold towel." 


"Mmh?" 
"Go back to sleep, Paulchen" 
"Mmh..." 


Till had draped the burns with a fresh wet towel, and Paul had fallen asleep again over it. He had put his hand 
on Paul's. The distressfully crumpled features had smoothened. Next morning, Paul wouldn't even remember 


that he had been awake. 


That was when Till had known what he wanted. It was this. Sitting next to Paul and watching him sleep, with 
their hands intertwined, for as long as he wanted. 


And a kiss. Just one more kiss. 


He knew he couldn't ask Paul for it. They had talked about this, hadn't they, and had done their best to forget 
that little peck from years ago. But there they were, Till himself wide awake, and Paul out for the count. It 


was a chance he'd never get again. Paul would never know. 


He had waited until he could be sure that his friend was fast asleep and wouldn't wake up. He knew that 
stealing was a fundamentally bad thing, and that stealing a kiss was no exception. But he had leaned over and 
had kissed Paul for a long time, as tenderly as he could, anxiously avoiding to disturb his buddy. The little spark 
that was usually well-hidden in Tils heart had cast a soft light on them and had stopped hurting for the time 
being. 

And when the sun had come up in the morning and the tiny flame had returned to where it had come from, 
Till had known that he would have to live with that pain. The only one who could have taken it away was the 


one whom he couldn't tell about it. 


It had taken a long time before acting casually around Paul had become a habit again 


Till heard footsteps behind him and looked up. Schneider. 
"Hey." 


He slumped down on the bench next to Till. Till offered him a cigarette, but kept gazing at a random tree about 


ten meters away. 


After a few minutes of silence, he felt the side of his face starting to tingle, the way a spot that is intently 


stared at does. 


He turned his head and found the drummer examining him with a scrutinizing look. 

Till looked back just as intently. 

‘So schwer..?" Schneider finally asked softly. 

Till frowned. 

"How...2" 

He didnt voice it, but the words oh, come on.. were practically written on Schneider's forehead. 

"Who else knows?" Till asked. 

"Dunno. Probably no one. It’s - not easy to see.” 

Till frowned some more, unsure whether he should feel angry or relieved. But the one thing that he was for 
sure was - puzzled. By the deep sadness that had flashed over Schneider's face for about half a second. It had 
been there and gone in an instant, but Till had seen it. 


He breathed deeply put his arm around his bandmate. 


"Lets go back in. They probably miss us already." 


